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(Written upon finding a field of fragrant clover, and remembering the visit I paid to the 
extraordinary Irish isle of Inishmore in the summer of 2001.) 


On sheer and windswept, salt-sprayed Inishmore, 
Where sunsets are concluded by descents 

Into the vast Atlantic’s dim abyss, 

I left the boat and gaily roved the shore; 


Above the foam and em’rald of the waves, 
And precipices dark with deadly heights, 

A never-ending island summer’s day 

Of clover green and white and cloudless blue 
And hoary lines of drystone pasture dykes; 
Of blooming meadows and of ancient stone 
Appeared to fade into another age; 


The Land of Saints and Scholars once so famed, 
Which Ireland grew into when Rome was claimed, 
Was kindled here, and meekly grown and framed 
When Enda and the Spirit passions tamed. 


The sweet perfume of clover flowers warmed 
By midday sun, and fanned by ocean breeze — 
The silence that accompanied my drift 

Upon that fortress in the diamond sea — 
Dissolved my feeble reason and my doubt; 


Where was I? Where on the sly sands of Time? 
I did not know, I could no longer say; 

The world had opened to its antique past, 

And also to the realms of other worlds. 


I climbed up to the ring fort in the south, 

Where unknown hands once built Dun Aengus’ walls, 
And peered into the scintillating haze 

Where one sea met another and they merged 

Into a symbol of eternal bliss — 


Beyond which lay the New World, and its kin — 
A world that only Hope can dimly glimpse — 

O, sweet floral fields of island summers gone — 
Your light forever points to unknown strands. 


